


The Life and Death 

Would he not Humble ? would he not fall dovvne 
(Since pride muft have a fall) andbreakethe necke 
Of that proud marijthatdid ufinpe hisbacke? 

Forgivenefle horfe ; why do I raile on thee, 

Since thou created to be aw’d by man 
W as’t borne to beare?I was not made a horfe 
And yet I beare a burthen like an Afle, 

Spur-gall’d,and tyr'd by jauncmg Bulltnghrooke, 

Enter Keeper with a dijh. 
iC<rfp*Fcllow,give place, here is no longer flay. 

Rich. If thou love me, 'tis time thou weft away. 
Groos What my tongue dares not , that my heart fhali 

fay. Ex>u 

Keep, My Lord wilt pleale you to fell too ? 

‘ /tV/j.Tafleofit firft,asthou wer’t wont todoo. 

Keep. My Lord I dare not: Sir Percy of Exton, 

Who lately came from th King, commands the contrary. 

li ich. The divell take Henry of Lancafter, and thee ; 
Patience is ftale and I am weary of it. 

Keep. Helpe, helpe, helpe. 

Enter Exton and Servants • 

Ri. How now? what meanes death in this rude aflault? 

• Villaine, thine owne hand yeilds thy deaths inftrument, 
Goethou and fill another roome in hell. 

Exton ffrikes htm aowne* 

That hand fliall burne in never- quenching fire. 

That flaggers thus my perfon. Exton, thy fierce hand. 
Hath with the Kings blood,ftain d the Kings owne lanu- 
Mount, mount my foulc,thy leateis up on mg i, 

Whil' ft my groffe flefli finkes downeward i hereto dye. 
L Ex- As full of valour as of Royall blood, 

Both have I fpilt : Oh would the deed were good, 

For now the divell.that told me I did well, 

Sayes that this deed is Chronicled in hell., v . 

T his dead King to the living King ve beare, ■ 

Take hence the reft; and give them buriall here. Exit , 
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Flotmfh , Enter B ullingbrookef orkpitr'ith 
other Lords , and Attendants, 

BulNnclc Y orke,the lateft newes we heare. 

Is that the Rebels have ccnfum’d with fire 
Our Towne of Ciceter in Glocefterfhire, 

But whether they be taneor flaine,we heare not 
E nt cr Northumberland. 

VVeicomc my Lord, what is the newes ? 

Nor. Firft,to thy facred ftate,wifh I all happinelfe : 
The next newes is,I have to London fent 
The heads of Salisbury , Spencer ,B/unt find Kent : 

The manner of their taking mayappearc 
At large difeourfed in this paper here. 

Bui. W e thanke thee gentle Percy for thy paines, 
Anu to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines* 
Enter Fitz,-water. 

Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford lent to London, 
Theheads of Broccas, and Sir Bennet Seely , 

Two ofthe dangerous conforted Traitors, 

That fought at Oxford, thy dire overthrow. 

Bui. Thy paines Fitx,-v>aterfl iall not be forgot. 
Right Noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter Percy , and Garble. 

Per. The grand confpirator. Abbot of WeTlminftcr. 
With clog ofconfcience,and fowre melancholly, 

Hath yeilded up his body tothegraue, 

But here is living to abide 

Thy Kingly doome, and lentence of his pride. 

3u/._ Garble, this is your doome; 

Chooie out fome fecret place, fome reverend roome 
More than thouhaftjand with it joy thy felfe: 

So as thou liv’ft in peace, dye free from ftrife : 


